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shining hour " of his leave of absence, and was air   idy
engaged.    He replied that I would see his post a   we
went up the river, and then might comprehend wh    he
did not dare ask any woman to be his wife.    I ar   aed
that if some girl grew fond of him, it would little    lat-
ter to her where she went, if it were only by her   ms-
band's side.    I confess, however, that when I saw   hat
lonely place, I thought that it would require extra   rdi-
nary devotion to follow him there.    It was an infc   itry
station, and the soldiers' barracks, officers' quarters   and
storehouses were huddled together inside a wall ;   ade
of logs placed perpendicularly and about fifteen   feet
high.    The sand was so deep about this spot that    Dth-
ing could be made to grow.    Constant gusts of    ind
over the unprotected plain kept little clouds of  fine
alkaline dust whirling in the air and filling the eye   and
mouth; not a tree was near, as the Missouri—that   lost
uncertain of rivers—kept constantly changing its    ian-
n el, and the advancing water washed away great ho   ows
in the banks.    The post would then have to be n   >ved
farther back for safety.    The soldiers would be ol   iged
to take up the stockade, and bury the logs as deep as   :hey
could to keep them from blowing over.   The frail    lild-
ings, "built upon the sand," rocked and swayed i    the wind.
Beside the forlorn situation of this garrison, n    one could go outside to ride or hunt without peril.    The warlike Indians considered that side of the river 1   cirs, and roamed up and down it at will. They can   > incessantly to the small sliding panel in the gat  s of the stockade, and made demands, which, if noi   con-rovu IIWHV.
